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Flying Low 


"There's no way l'm doing it." Jason shook his head, his hair flying all around. "No fucking way." He punctuated 
each word with a kick of his white sneaker against the bottom of the couch. 


He'd been saying that for the last ten minutes. First, he'd laughed and flipped me off, then he'd looked at me 
with an unsure smile saying, "It's a fucking joke, right?" | wiped that smile off his face when | told him that, no, 
it wasn't a fucking joke, that | was fucking serious. 


"Calm down," | said without raising my voice, when he sprang up from the couch. "I Told you, we need Ross, and 


that's how we make sure that he'll take the job." | cocked my head, watching him. 


Jason was pacing back and forth. Each time he passed by me, he would shoot me a frantic look from under 


that mess that was his hair. Each time, | would stretch my legs out a little more, hoping he would trip on 
them. Just to add some fun 


"You're out of your fucking mind." 


"No, I'm not. Lars says that we need some good press right now, and Ross is the only photographer who can 


make us look like something more than a bunch of fucking drunks” 

Across the room, Jason spun on his heel. "But you fucking are just a bunch of drunks!" 

"That's a shitty thing to say, Newkid’ 

"Fuck you" Jason stopped in front of me. "Why me?" 

"We've all done this before, and you are the new kid, Newkid" | snickered. "So i's your fucking turn Now you 
can prove that you really are committed to the band And you are committed, right?" | leaned forward, drilling 


my eyes into his. "Right?" 


"You know that | am." Jason calmed down abruptly, his forehead furrowed. "And | would do anything for the 
band, but this- this- " His voice broke. He turned away from me. 


| hadn't seen him cry before, and | wondered how hard it would be to make him cry over this. There was stil 


a shitload of things | didn't know about Jason, but | was very eager to find out. 


"Sometimes Ross wants to fuck," | said, reclining, "but it might be enough if you give him a really good 
blowjob." 


"Fuck youl" Jason kicked a chair out of the way and sent it flying into the wall 

Nope, it didn't look like he was any close to tears; maybe it was time to rattle his cage a little. 

"Listen, you know Metallica's not only about being in the band, but also about being there for the band, and 
about giving a fucking llO% to it. Now you have a choice, you can either prove that you can give Il0%, or .. 
| let my voice hang in the air. 

Keeping a safe distance from Jason sank down on the couch, dug his elbows into his knees, and pressed his 
forehead into the open palms of his hands. The only sounds in the room were his short gasps for air and an 


occasional smack of his palms against his forehead. 


| would give a lot to know what was going through his head right then. Did he really believe that | would kick 
him out of the band? | wished | could see his face, but his hair blocked the view. 


Fucking with Jason's mind turned out to be almost as much fun as fucking chicks. And, unlike chicks, Jason was 
always available. Trying hard to fit in, to prove himself worthy-he was such a fucking easy mark. This was so 


much better than some of those stupid pranks we had pulled off on him. 


Another long minute passed and then | heard his quiet, "Fine. I'll do it.” 


| blinked. "What?" 


Jason got up and trudged over to the window, his hands hanging down his sides. "I said, I'll fucking do it. Are 
you happy now?" he asked, staring into the darkness outside. 


| knew | was pushing his buttons, that was the whole point, but | never thought-not for one second-that Jason 


would agree to give Ross a blowjob. 

| drew in a long breath of air. Jason going down on Ross-that thought rattled around my head like an empty 
beer bottle. My brain came up with an image of Jason dropping to his knees, Ross pulling his pants down, Jason 
opening his mouth, taking him in, and- 

And what if it wasn't Ross? 

Fuck. 

"Newkid?" 

"Hm?" 

He seemed to be a thousand miles away. | imagined he was thinking about home, or maybe about his old band 
mates who probably had never demanded from him to suck dick. But he was in ‘Tallica now-new band, new 


rules. 


"Have you-" | swallowed hard. The image of Jason on his knees made my mouth dry out instantly. "Have you 


ever gone down on a guy?" 
"What?" Jason turned around. 


"Do you need me to explain in details what ‘go down on a guy’ means? You know, you ever sucked a guy's dick 
before?" 


His face turned red. "I fucking know what it means, | just wasn't listening." 

"Yeah, whatever. So, have you?" 

A few seconds passed before he said, "No." He stared out the window again, fingers gripping his crossed arms. 
"But you'll know what to do, right?" | leaned forward, watching him closely. "Because Ross expects a certain 
standard of ...| wouldn't call it ‘service: Its more like a personal favor. Yeah, like one friend doing another 


friend a favor. You know what | mean?" 


He nodded. 


"Good. So?" Did | have to drag everything out of him? 

"So what?" He looked at me-furrowed brows and eyes glaring. "So fucking what? No, | fucking never sucked dick 
before, and no, | don't know if I'm any good at it, and if you want so much to make Ross happy, why don't you 
go and suck his dick yourself!" 

"Stop it" 


| had no idea where this was going. 


| ran my damp hands against my jeans, pushed myself off the couch, and closed the distance between us. | 


reached out to him, but he shied away. 
Shit, what's with you? | don't bite." | pulled my hand back and shoved it in my pocket. 


Yeah, right. | don't bite, | only throw punches for no fucking reason at all, which Jason had already been lucky 
enough to find out. 


"'m- l'm sorry, James," he said, and | felt stupid hearing him apologize to me. "I'm just- l- Fuck | don't know.’ 


He turned around, clasped his hands on the edge of the windowsill, and slammed his head against the window. 


Then he did it again and | got worried that he was gonna break the glass and hurt himself. 


"Stop it" | grabbed his shoulders. This time he didn't move away from my touch, but froze with his forehead 
touching the glass. 


Strands of his hair were trapped under my fingers and my tight grip must have hurt, but he didn't seem to 


mind. It was like he didn't even notice me, standing there with his shoulders drawn up, motionless. 
"Why are you doing this to me?" His voice was not more than a whisper. 


| chewed my lip. Why? If there was a good answer to that question, | didn't have it. Somehow, "Because | enjoy 


watching you squirm," wasn't a good enough answer anymore. 
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A sudden impulse pushed me to tell him the truth, that this whole thing was a joke. A big fucking joke, and 
that he fell for it big-time. Then | thought again about him on his knees and something broke inside me. 


Leaning in, my mouth almost touching his ear-he still didn't move- whispered, "So you never did it before. But 
did you ever think about it?" 


| was ready to block his fist flying toward my face, but nothing like that happened. His muscles tensed. He 
didn't say yes, but he sure as fuck didn't say no either and it made heat pool below my belly. 


| dragged the air into my lungs. | had no idea why the thought of Jason's mouth on me turned me on so much. 
Other than chicks, Kirk had gone down on me once or twice and he got me off nicely, but it was nothing earth- 


shattering. So that didn't explain why imagining Jason doing the same made my heart race and my cock hard. 
"Jase ..." | hesitated. Oh, fuck it. "Jase, suck me off, and then-" 
"No." He jerked, but my hands held him in place. 


"Listen" | eased my grip and my thumbs found the muscles where his neck connected with his shoulders, and 
rubbed them in little circles. Just a couple strokes, no big fucking deal, just to help him relax. "I'm not fucking 
giving you a choice here, okay? | have to make sure that you won't freak out with Ross, and it'll be like a 


warm-up for you." 


| didn't give a fuck if he believed me or not-that wasn't important. What was important was his reaction, and | 
expected him to bolt at any moment. | hoped that he wouldn't-my brain almost shut down when | thought 
about what would happen if he didn't bolt. 


| started to turn him around and his body stiffened. | slid my hands down his arms; for a second my palms 
covered his hands, then | peeled his fingers off, one by one. He didn't resist. 


When | finally pulled him to face me, he grabbed a handful of my shirt and looked me in the eye. "Fuck you." 


His voice was low and rough. 
He didn't push me away. 


| stepped back. His hand still clutched the front of my shirt, but his legs refused to move at first. My arm 
snaked around his waist and pulled him close. "It's okay," | panted into his ear, and hauled him back to the 


couch. 

| let go of him and sank down on the cushions. He stood between my knees, his shins touching the edge of the 
couch, wide open eyes glued to my face. The scrape of my zipper made his gaze dart to my crotch, but the 
next second it were back on my face. | reached out, hooked my fingers under his waistband and slowly brought 
him down to his knees. 


His hands pressed against my thighs, while | fumbled with the fly and pulled out my cock. 


The heavy sound of breath sucked in through the nose. "Fu-fuck, | can't do this." Shaking his head, he pushed 
himself up, but | caught him before he had a chance to stand up. 


"Yes, you can" | cupped his neck, raked my fingers through his hair. "Yes, you can" 


| fucking swear, | didn't force him. | didn't pull his head down, or make him open his mouth. | didn't push my 


cock into his mouth. He did it all by himself. 


| groaned and slumped lower when his lips closed around me, and nothing, no chick, not even Kirk, had felt as 


good as his wet and warm mouth swallowing my cock. 


A strong thrust of my hips made him gag and he wanted to pull off, but my hand shot out and clasped around 
his wrist. Don’t. Please. 


His nails dug into my thighs and his tongue probed against the tip of my cock, and then he swallowed me again 
His head was going up and down, struggling to keep the rhythm. | wanted more-harder, faster, | wanted to fuck 
his mouth-but | was afraid that would make him stop. 


| tried to remember how we got there-Jason on his knees, sucking on my dick-but | couldn't. His inexperienced 
mouth was turning my brain into mush. Then | stopped thinking altogether, and soon-between one ragged 
breath and another-| forgot my own fucking name. It flashed through my mind to warn him, but | hesitated 
and then it was too late. | stifled a grunt and shot down his throat. 


He wasn't ready. He choked and pulled away, jerking his head to the side, but not fast enough. He swallowed at 
first and spat out the rest. 


With my eyes falling half shut, | slid even lower on the couch. My only coherent thought was, how good it felt. 
How fucking incredibly good. 


Another effort to look at him. There was Jason, on his knees between my legs, staring at me with those blue 


eyes, his hair all over his flushed face, my come dripping down the corners of his mouth. 


Our eyes locked for two, maybe three seconds, before he dropped his head to his chest. His breaths were 
coming in quick short pants, as if he was trying to inhale and failing—and | swear, | couldn't tell if he was 
disgusted, or . . . turned on. 


| leaned forward to pull his chin up. His eyes squeezed shut and he jerked his head back, but | didn't let go. | 


brushed his hair away from his face, and wiped drops of my come off his lips. 


My fingers lingered there for another few seconds, before Jason pushed himself up. His legs were shaking and 
| thought they would give out, but he managed to remain standing. He wiped his mouth, first with one hand, 
then with the other, then he wiped both hands on his jeans. He took a step back and raised his hands up, palms 
towards me, as if telling me to stay away. Then another step, and with the third one he turned around and 
sprang to the door. 


What was that? What the fuck just happened here? 


| sat there, with my soft dick still sticking out of my fly, and | knew that something happened, and not just a 
blowjob. Something bigger. Something fucking important. And that, for reasons | couldn't imagine yet, it was 


critical for me to figure out what. 


(end) 


